THE INQUISITOR              PART n

These were real. His love for Penny was real.
But there were shadows too. Half the room was in
shadow and old Furze with his long nose might be
standing there, watching, with cold satisfaction, his
unworthy terrors. . . .

He stared fixedly at that side of the room where
the shadows were thickest, and it was not strange that
his disturbed gaze now should trace for him a shadow
against the shadow, the thin outline of a thin mean
old bastard whose throat someone somewhere had so
rightly twisted.

Then the door was flung open and the light from
the passage streamed in. The old woman stood there.

* Why, sir, you're all in the dark.   There's Canon
Ronder outside wonders if he might have a word
with you.'

Ronder 1 Nothing in the world could have sur-
prised Lampiron more and, as he moved forward to
greet him, he had even more strongly the sense that
events were moving in upon him even as the walls of
the room stole in upon the prisoner in the old story.
Ronder! But he scarcely knew him! They were
the merest acquaintances. What did he want here?

Ronder stood in the lighted doorway rather like a
Chinese idol, immobile, stout-bellied, shining. He
held his soft clerical hat in his hand.

*  Canon Ronder!    Come in!    I was dreaming
in front of the fire.   I'm delighted to see you/

* Thank you so much,1   Render's soft rich voice
had exactly the same cadence as thirty-six years ago,
was as resonant and as beautifully rhythmic.   * A
pleasure to listen to  Ronder/ Crispangle  always
remarked, * even if all he says is, " Pass the butter
please." '